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Georges Paris. She had long known that young
Georges with other friends of Gauntry's had deal-
ings with some sort of traffic on the Cumberland
coast Some kind of smuggling perhaps. She
had been too much of a child for them to take her
into any kind of confidence, but her last time at
Stone Ends there had been a Captain Barnett,
a thin green-faced man like a nettle^ who had
praised young Georges for his enterprise in some
Whitchaven or St. Bees expedition*

She did not doubt but that that was what
brought Georges into Cockermouth this after-
noon. He would do anything for her; he
should help to get Humphrey out of the country,
Once again in a moment she took the situation
into her hands, She acknowledged without a
tremor to Reuben that it had been this Georges
Paris whom she had been going to meet* Was
he to be trusted? Of course, he was to be trusted,
He was her friend. She had known him for
years* He would do anything that she told him.
They followed her. What else? Something had
to be done at once. They must not stay in this
house. There was no other plan*

Only Reuben said one thing that often after-
wards she was to remember: * If he does this for
you, are you under some obligation to him? *

Feverishly eager to be off* as she always was
when she had a plan, she tossed her head* She
did not even answer, but almost pushed them both
in front of her, through the little passage and out
of the door.

That brief journey from the house to the